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train might start any moment. He was not there. Now
she began making little circular tours with the clock as
their centre. After quarter of an hour of these; she re-
turned to the meeting-place and remained there, her
suitcase at her feet, erect, motionless, sullen. She was
there, and he must find her. People came and went,
bought papers and books, looked at the clock, looked at
the departure board, glanced at her; porters wheeled
their loaded banows and trucks at this side of her and
that; the trains snorted and puffed and sent red gleams
to the glass roof; but now she paid no attention at all
She was tired of Victoria, tired of waiting. This time,
when the later train was nearly due to start, she stayed
where she was and made no attempt to discover if he was
already on the platform. When the train had gone, she
stood quite still for a minute or two longer, then walked
away.

She had to wait again before she could get a telephone
call put through to his flat. The telephone boxes were
in brisk demand. She knew his telephone number and
knew, too, that the instrument at his flat, which had
been out of order the week before, was all right now.
But she would not have been surprised to find that there
was no reply to her call, for she was sure at least that
he would not be there. Something had gone wrong; and
even now he was probably trying to get to Victoria.
There was a reply, however, and it obviously came from
a maid.

"Is Mr, Golspie there, please?"

"No, he's not. He's gone. So has 'Miss Golspie.
They've both gone," said the voice,

"Gone? Do you mean-he's out?"

"No, gone. Gone for good."